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@paturday, June 10. 1693. 


The Doggrel Mercury. 


A certain tefly Queri of ours is it feems fo very angry 
that the World fhou’d be cheated of tome rare Com- 
pofures fent into our Society by a Friend of his, which 
we han’t yet thought fic to publifh, that he has fall’n 
foul of us withal! the weight of Doggrel he’s Mafte® 
of, which ‘he threatens to Copy out, and fend to 
moft of the chief Coffee-houfes about Town, in order 
to {pread our Glory, unlefs we'll print it our felves, 
and fave him the /abour : — Now to fhow how rea- 
fonsble a Society he has met with, and how willing We 
are to pleafe CuSlomers of all forts, We are refolv'd 
to gratifie Our-unknown Admirer ; and left others of 
the fame fize fhou’d take it amifs, and think us par- 
cial co omit their laborious Works, which may full as 
well deferve tobe laugh’d at as his, We fhall hence. 
forward as oft as We have gotten together a compe- 
tent Number of fuch Queftions, print an entire Dog- 
grel Mercury, which may as much divert the Reader 
as Oblige our Querifts — and this Gentleman thal] 
have the Honour to lead the Van in this glorious #n- 


dertaking. 


Satyr. ( Vr sand Fools may find redrefs, 
You'll fend Pye-paper to the Pre{s: 
Coxcombs and Trifiers from your Hands, Sirs, 
Immediately may meet with Anlwers : 
But if 4 Main write Poetry 


The De’el 2 word will you Reply. 


Sons of Beotia, with what Conjcience 
Can you write Athens to fuch Nowfence ? 
Cambridge and Oxford both abborr ye, 
Footboys and Prentices ave for je, 

Tet you, Apollo like, must fit, Sirs, 
Umpires of Sence, Fudges of Wit, Sirs. 


You mult be Sons of Athens Nam d, 
Forfooth, for Controverfe fam'd ! 
Had I the Honour to be there 
Some Under Parifh-Ofhcer, 
I'd whip you from your borrow'd Seats, 
Show your falfe Paffes, and your Cheats ; 
Your Index-reading, and your Thieving 
Both fiom Dead Authors and the Living. 


Pardon Apollo, shat thy Name 
Among {uch Wretches I defame 
And pardon Athens that they dare 
Affume a Title to thy Chair : 
Creatures fo vile, below ones Rage 
None but like Creatures fhou'd engage : 
And as with Lovers none dare fight 
But Lovers in their Miftres fight, 
So there's no match for tAthens fiz 
But Athens, or in Sence or Wit. 


Pretend no more to Poetrie, 
The Mufes love not you nor me. 
We may make Verfe for Almanacks, 
For Lord May’rs Show, and other Knacks : 
Myy {erve for Bellmans Midnight Rhymes, 
For Witty Ballads on the Times: 
To give an An{wer to each Queftion, 
And {uch as any Man may rejt on. 
Troth Sirs, we are not very fit for't, 
We want «Genius, Parts and Wit for’. 


Anfwer. If Fools unanfwer'd feldom are 
Dear Brother ! why fhould’ft chou def alr > 
Thou might’ft have hop’d the Coxcombs Lot 
Had not thy Bolt fo foon been fhot ; 

Since in thy Doggrel wecan {py 
The De’el a word of Poetry. 


Dark Son of Dullnefs ! where's thy Confcience 
That none befides thee muft write Nonfence ? 
Ifthou a Patent haft, produce it, 

Wee'll promife then no more to ufe it. 

Haft thou confulted Erra Pater, 

To know the Mind of Alma Mater ? 

Was ita Footboy, or a Prentice, 

That fent thofe Lines for which thy rant is ; 
Making us Heathens Gods, when we 

Dull Flefh and Blood like him or Thee. 


O Son of ancient Sternbold nam‘d; 
For everlafting Doggrel fam’'d ; 
Or whether hight thou Fleckno’s Heir, 
Let notthy Modefty defpair, 
Thou fhalt be chofe an Officer. | 
TheClock and Weather thou fhalt tell, Maa, 
And be henceforth th’ Athenian Bellman 5 
Nay Beadle too, if that fuffice not, 
Or thou fo high an Honour prize not; 
There not content to flog or bang us, 
Thou when we Thieve from thee fhalt hang ¥5- 


Pardon great Sternhold that thy Name 
I by chis duller Wretch defame, 
Who merits, rival] him who dare, 
No Vixen more th’ Aerial Chair ; ; 
That Throne (the Rhyme we fcarce can pluck in) 
In humble Profe, the Stool call’d Ducking. 
There mounted high, below ones Rage, 
He with like Creatures might engage : 
There, as two furry Lovers fight 
On the Houle-ridge in Dead of Night, 
Near fome fhrill Amazon might fit, 
And fhow his Valour and his Wit. 


Speak for your felf, then all is true, 
And more, but who dares rival you ? 
If you'll for City Poet ftand, Sir, 
We promife you our Vote and Hand Sir, 
Who Speeches every Year compofes 
For Camel@nd Rhinoceros’es : 
Above a Bellmans loftieft Ditty’s, 
As far as Day abovethe Night ts. 
Thou haft a Genius, and a Swinger, 
Thou’rt born, not made a Ballad-finger. 
Since you muft needs be anfw’ring, take 
This Queftion, and the beft on’t make : 
Whether ‘tis not intolerable 
To write to pleafe none but the Rabble; 
Whether one wou’d not rather choofe 
.To rub down Horfes, or mend Shooes, 
Then for a penny to yield matter 
To line Band-boxes with hereafter. 
I'd be a Cobler, a Boot-catcher, 
A Chimney-[weepers-boy, a Thatcher; 
A Bayliff, Hangman, Kennel-Raker, 
A Tom-T—d, or a Cardmatch-maker ; 
A Pimp, a Dog-whipper, as foon 
As plague the World as you have done. 
Well firft diftinguith, if we can Sir, 
And then your weighty Queftion anfwer. 
To write for al] the Mob, ’tis true 
Is bafe, but not for fuchas you : 
’Tis hard, or elfe chat Beaft contains 
"Mongft all his Heads and Horns fome Brains; 


With 


With thefe we've now our hare of Laughter, 
And tothe Gods we leave hereafter. _ 

— Ay, now to Men that are difcerning, 
You fhow your Breeding and your Learning. 
Weenvy not your choice of Trades Sir, 
Your Provinces we'll not invade Sir: 

If your great mind fo low coud truckle, 
If {uch aWit as yours wou'd buckle 

To any of thefe, you foon wou'd be 
The Maftter of their Companie. 


Conclufion. 


Leaft We're behind hand in Civility, 

And fhou’d affront, Sir, your Mobility, 

Upon th’ aforefaid grand Occafion, 

Accept this Supererrogation ! 

To fhow how gladly We'd Content you, 

Thefe few good Wifhes we have fent you. 
Of all the ftinking Querifes nam‘d, 

For your defir'd Acquaintance fam’d, 

Pimp, Bailiff, Deg-whipper or Thatcher, 

The Mangman, or Salt-Peter-Catcher : 

Ot fringlefs Spite be thou the fulleft, 

S:ill be the angrieft and the dullefe : 

And that We due Refpect may fhow thee, 

May thy ill Genius let us know thee ! 

Then We, without 4 Monk, wou'd [brive thee, 

Then We'd — laugh at thee, and forgive thee. 


Another ef the fame —to his Miftrefs. 


When Apelles fair Venus did pourtrait, 
Chiefeft Beautys then did before him wait, 
And from all; their beft Features he did take, 
Thereby one Compleat Beauty for to make: 
Madam! had you at that time had your Birth, - 
And with your fair Prefence blefs’d the indign Earth, 
Apelles might have fav’d much of Pain and trace, 
Much more potent Charms in your peerle(s Face ; 
And foon have been undeceiv’d in that he 
Thought none compleatly beautiful to be. 
O how wou'd that Age rejoice to have bred. 
You, moft Fair Lady, fo accomplithed ? 
But then O how wou'd this Age mourn to be 
All forlorn of you, full of Splendencie. | 
Whofo hath obferv’d in dark gloomy Night 
Of the Celeftial Stars the twinkling Light, 
Or full-Orb’d Diana freely to beftow 
Her borrow’d Gifts on the World below ; 
Or bright Sol in clear andcloudlefs Days 
To difperfe abroad his glorious Rays, 
May foon find their amazing Splendors all 
Eclips'd by your Beauty Angelicall, 
Yea Hellen once exquifitely falr 
Thought a Parrogon and Queen Venus Heir ; 
If but once compar’d with you fhe be, 
She’s Hecuba, meer Deformitie. 
And thofe contending Goddeffes that ftrove, 
Whole Perfections beit Paris wou’d approve, 
Strait had yielded the Vidory to you 
If there asa Merit juftly due. 
Madam, to conclude, you.are more fair 
Than,either the Heaven, the Earth, or the Air. 


An|w. When great Bunyan his Progre(s did defign, 
O what Beautys were fown in every Line ? 
From all Verfe-Tinkers he their beft Tools did take 
Thereby one Compleat Price of Work to make. 
O Sir ! had you then chane’d to’ve had yeur Birth, 
And your weighty Worth prefs'd the indign Earth, 
The Pilgrim might have fav’d' much of Shoes and Care, 
And found all in your Verfe Carmning, peerle(fs, rare! 
Soon been undeceiv’d in what he fcribbled, 
Which from thy Pen much more daintely down dribbled. 
Nay, how would the Ditch-fide rejoice to ve bred 
One who G—#'s felf fo far out-G—ed ? ( Laugh, 
How this Age wou'd mourn, which now doth ficer and 
If we inftead of Praife fhou’d write thy Epitaph ! 


Whofo hath obferv’d. in dark, not Moon-fhiny Night, , 


When Watchmen twinkle,and Lamps pocket up the 

Or full-orb’d Chamber-maids from above beltow 

Odoriferous Gifts o’th’ gaping World below : 

Or bright brawny Porter in clear and clowdlefs Days 

Turn up to blufbing Sol his Occidental Rays ; 

May find their amazing Scents and Splendors all 

Eclips’d by your Virtues Diabolicall (4) ; 

Yea, that Spark fo exquifitely wife 

Who from Mount-Cenis top did beftride the Skys, (6) 

Wafht his Hands in the Clouds and play’d Foot-bal] wich 
| ( Bolts of Thunder, (c) 

All Sacred Truth, tho’ flaring Mortals wonder ! 

If but once compared with you he be, 

Is a meer Athenian in Poetrie. 

Nay, the wayward Sifters who in Macbeth ftrove 

Which fhou’d beft their Art in reading Fortunes prove, 

Had yielded their Rofin, and Beefoms, and Devils co you, 

Who twenty times {tranger Feats can do: 

Finally ne’re was feen a Monffer half fo rare 

At the Bell-Savage-Inn or old Bartholomew-F air. 


r Light, 


(a) Becaufe tis a plain Cafe that no Man cou'd Write at 
this Rate without flat Conjuration. 

(b) Who fhou'd that be but Hannibal, only comparifons 
don’t run of all four. 

(c) Verfus Hypermeter. 


Adbertifements, 


a N™ Thurfday will be Publifht the New Piece 
mention’d in the laft Mercury, Enticuled, A far- 
ther Account of the Tryals of the New-England Witches, with 
the Obfervations of a Perfon that was upon the place fix 
or feven days, when the fufpected Witches were firft ta- 
ken into Examination: To which is added Cafes of Con- 
(cience concerning Witchcrafts, and Evil Spirits perfona- 
jing Men. Written at the Requeft of the Minifters of 
New-England, by Increafe Mather, Prefident of Farnard 
Colledge. Printed for Fobm Dunton at the Raven in the 
Poultrey, of whom may be had The Third Edition of Mr. 
Cotton Mather’s firft Account of the Tryals of the Wew- 
England Witches, printed on the fame fize with this Laff 
Account, that they may bind up together. 
es hte is now Tranflating in Order for the Prefs, 
’ The Hiftory of the Famous Edid of Nants: Con- 
taining the moft remarkable things that have happened 
in France both before and fince its Publication, upon 
Occafion of the ee of Religions ; and elpecially a 
full Account of all the Contravemtions, Non-Executions 
Elufions, Artifices, Violences, and other Injuftices, which 
the Proteftants reafonably Pretend, and Complain the 
have Suffered, contrary to the Tenour of the faid Ediéh, 
called and held Sacred and Irrevocable, to the time of its 
moft Perfidious Revocation in Offober, 1685. with all che 
Remarkable Occurrences that have followed fince the faid 
New Edict. This FRENCH Book of MARTYRS is 
printed in Four Volumes. Licenfed and Emtered in she 
Hall-Book, according to Order, and will be Tranflated 
with all the Accuracy fo great a Work requires. 
€% “[He Second Volume of The Poft-Boy robb'd of bis 
Mail, or the Pacquet broke open: To which 
are added feveral Ingenious Letters lately fent by feve- 
ral Gentlemen and Ladies to the, Perfons concern’d in 
this Frollick ; as alfo Copies of thofe Private Letters 
that lately pafs'd between ——~ with Ofervations upoa 
oo Letter. + bound 2 s. 6 d. 
New Difcovery of that unknown part of ¢ 
A Earth, call’d Terra ten Anfiralis, or 4 
Southern World. By JAMES SADEWR a French-maa: 
Who being caft there by a Shipwrack, liv’d 35 Years 
in that Countrey. Thefe Memoirs were thought fo Cu- 
rious that they were kept Secret in the Cabinet of a late 
ew Minifter of State, and never Publifht ‘till now 
ince his Death. Tranflated from the Frénch Copy print- 
ed at Paris by Publick Authority. Licenfed and Emser- 
ed according to Order. Price Bound One Shilling. 
All 3 Printed for #. Dunton at the Raven in the Poulerey 
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